RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

He took her hand, clasping that small, brown, dry palm in his white
hands.

"I love you, Ines," he murmured.

"Yes, my love. You must love me, love me infinitely. I have such
need of it to live/'she replied. "Now, we must go. We mustn't neglect
them too long."

They were beginning to take off their masks. Some of the guests had
pushed them up on to their foreheads like antique helmets; others were
fanning themselves with them,, others again were amusing themselves
by exchanging them and looking in the mirrors. People who had come
merely to "look in" were getting ready to ^ye.

Ines Sandoval went over to a tall, willowy man of about sixty. He
was wearing narrow trousers, white socks and pumps. He was hold-
ing the head of a legendary unicorn with an air of extreme embar-
rassment.

"Pern, you're not going, I hope!" cried Ines. -
And, extending her hand towards Jean-Noel, she said: "I'd like to
introduce Baron Schoudler, this is Lord Pemrose. Jean-Noel Schoudler
is the grandson of a famous French poet. But I don't know why I'm
speaking English," she added laughing, "when Lord Pemrose speaks
such wonderful French.3'

"Yes, I speak it a little," Lord Pemrose replied with a smile and
practically no accent.

Jean-Noel automatically took off his mask out of politeness, as he
would have done a hat.

His face had a curiously pellucid quality in which his blue eyes alone
shone with a sombre light; his hair, luminous as fresh straw, curled
lightly in little gleaming points about his ears, and his features, above
the high stiff collar, still retained their childish curves.

At sight of Jean-Noel's exquisitely fair and still adolescent beauty,
Lord Pemrose's eyes, grey under their drooping lids, wavered for a
moment as if face to face with an over-strong light; the Englishman
seemed to be seeking some less disturbing object on which to fix his
gaze.

Two elderly men, who were talking on the balcony a few feet away,
turned at this moment. These two men were the Academician fimile
Lartois and the dramatist Edouard Wilner. They also had removed
their masks, though in Wilner's case it made little difference.

"Every time I hear our dear Ines introduce 'Baron Schoudler/ said
Professor Lartois, "I feel I'm going to see our old friend Noel reappear,
with his giant's body, sombre gaze and piratical beard. And then I see
this blond boy looking like Ariel."

Me smiled crookedly and bit his lip.  Both he and Wilner had, at
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